
! Dent , Wei! roard, Lyon, 

Duke, Well nmnc } rhi/hy t 
DtttcheJJe.Wdl fhone Mome.Ttulyjhc Moone (hints 
with a good grace. 1 

Duk. Well mouz’d, Lyon, 

Dent. And then came PyrJbput. 

Lyft And To the Lyon vaniflr* 

Enter Pyramus. 

tyrSwceteMoone,Ithnnke thce,forthy funny beatM, 
I thanke thee, Moone,for Alining now fo bright. 

For by thy gratious .golden, glittering beanies, 

I truii to take of trueft t hifhy fight. 

But flay t o fpight/ but marke,poore knight. 

What dreadfull dole is here? 

Eyes do you fee/ How can it bee' 

O dainty duck; o deare/ 

Thy mantle good,what, flaind with blood? 

Approach ye F uries fell, 

O fates come,conie, cut thread and thrummed 
Quaile, crufh, conclude, and quell. 

Duke. This palfion,& the death ofadcarc friend wotf 
goeneere to make a man looke fad. 

Dutch. Befhre we my heart, but I pitty the man* 
Pyr. O, wherefore. Nature, did ft thou Lyons frame? 
Since Lyon vilde hath here deflour’d my deare. 

Which rs,no, no ; which was the faireft dame 
That li'u’cf, that lou’d, that lik’t,that look* with eheere. 
Come tearcs.confound, outfword, and wound 
The pappe of Pyr am tit: 

I.thatleftpappe, where heart doth hoppe. 

Thus dy I, thus,thus,thus. 

No w am 1 dead, no w am 1 fled, my foule is in the sky. 
Tongueloofethy light, Moonetake thy flight. 

No w dy, dy, dy,dy, dy. 

•D«» 9 NoDiej,but anaceforhim.Forhc isbutone, 


, ^ e (f e t hen an ace, man. For he is dead,he is nothing. 
7i With the helpeofa Surgeon,he might yet reco- 


J)nltS‘ ' ' ' /v 

and yet prooue an Aiie, 

dut How chance Moone-lhine is gone before ?t hijty 
(•nmes backcj and Andes her louer, 
ji ghee will findehim, by ftarre-light. Here fliee 
f0 mes and her paflion ends the Play. 
yut Methinkesjflie lliould not vie a long one, forfuch 
ifyramtts : 1 ho P e,fhe will be briefe, 

Dcmet A moth willturne the ballancejwhich vyramttty 
which is the better : hefor aman j God warnd vs : 
|he for a woman; God bl efic vs. 

irfShe hath fpied him already, with thofe fweeteeyes,. 
’Heme. And thus ibe meanes, videlicet ; 
lii/.Afleepe my loue? What, dead my doue? 


^oke^eake. 

Muft couer thy fweete eyes. 

Thefelilly lippes, this cherry nofe, 

Ihefe yellow cowflippecheekes 
aregon,aregon : louersmakemone: 

Hiseyes were greene, as leekes, 

0 fillets three,come jCome,to mce. 

With hands as pale as milke, 

Laythcraingore^finceyou haucfiiorc 
With IheereSjhis threede of filke, 
longue, not a word : come trufty fvvord. 

Come blade,my bread imbrew: 
and farewell friends t thus Thy f by ends: 
adieu, adieu, adieu. , , , 

Duke.CMcone-Jhwemi Lyon are leftto bury the dead, 

Deme.iyzadfVaBto. . 

l)o», No,l allure you, the wall is downe, that parted 
dieir fathers. Will it pleafe you, to fee the Epilogue,or to 
tareaBergomaskc daunce,betwccn two ofour copany. 
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